FIRE BELOW

clean into his aims.   And I could do nothing
to stop them, because he was waiting for me.
Had I been more familiar with the passage
beneath the fall, I would have crept across
and made my attack; but, as it was, for me
to attempt such a movement would have been
to court destruction with my hat in my hand.
I sought to take comfort in reflecting that if
Leonie was coming indeed, she would not
arrive for at least two hours and a half; but I
knew in my heart that if by that time the
smuggler had not come across, I must myself
go over and take my chance.
And now came a period of waiting which
I can only hope that the wretch beyond the
water found as distasteful as I, for though by
the mercy of heaven I was not plagued by an
inclination to sleep, all vigilance was so much
embarrassed by the darkness and the roar of
the fall as to seem utterly useless and waste of
time. Indeed, I had early perceived that my
only chance of becoming aware of some presence
was to watch the great sheaf of foam, for that
that would act as a screen against which any
body that passed between it and my eyes was
bound to appear. To this end, I drew back
a little against the rock, so that at least no one
could leave or approach the ledge^ without my
seeing their movement against the white of
the fafl.
So for two mortal hours, in a distracting
uproar as cfeangeless as silence itself and a
darkness so thick and oppressive that the
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